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THATCHER'S  WIFE. 


•'  Oft  as  the  bell,  with  solemn  toll, 
Speaks  the  departure  of  a  sou], 
Let  each  one  ask  himself,  *  Jim  I 
Prepared,  should  I  be  called  to  die  ?'  " 


How  profitable  would  it  be,  on  all  oc- 
casions, were  death  pays  his  visits,  if  the 
survivors  could  be  prevailed  on  to  stop  for 
one  moment,  and  converse  with  each  other; 
or  at  least,  with  their  own  souls,  to  this 
effect:  "Be  thou  also  ready." — "Watch 
and  pray,  for  thy  Lord  cometh  at  an  hour 
thou  knowest  not. " — "  There  is  no  repent- 
ance hi  the  grave,  whither  thou  art  hasten- 
ing." Hath  the  Lamb  of  God  taken  a\\ay 
thy  sins?  Is  his  spirit  now  transforming 
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thee  into  the  image  of  Christ  Jesus?  Tims 
to  improve  eacli  removal  of  a  neighbour  or 
fellow-creat  ire,  would  be  to  act  like  ration- 
al Christian  characters.  But  alas!  such  ap- 
plications and  improvements  are  very  rarely 
made.  In  our  large  towns  and  cities,  where 
multitudes  are  continually  going  to  their 
long  home,  and  the  mourners  are  every  day 
going  about  the  streets,  the  frequency  of 
these  exhibitions  quite  wears  away  their  so- 
lemnity; so  that  while 

"  The  busy  tribes  of  flesh  and  blood, 
"With  all  their  cares  and  fears, 

Are  carried  downward  by  the  flood, 
And  lost  in  following  years;** 

the  succeeding  crowds  pass  on,  one  to  his 
field,  and  another  to  his  merchandize;  while 
death,  and  all  its  solemn  consequences,  are 
again  lost  sight  of  in  the  universal  bustle, 
and  cares  and  pleasures  of  this  life.  In  this 
way  children  follow  their  parents,  and  one 
generation  disappears  after  another,  unawed 
by  the  past,  and  unprepared  for  the  future. 
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It  may  be,  that  yesterday  some  of  them 
flourished  like  the  green  bay  tree;  and,  as 
children  of  this  world,  they  shot  forth  their 
branches,  and  were  laying  plans  for  many 
years  to  come;  but  when  we  sought  them  in 
the  morning,  their  place  was  no  more  found. 
On  the  other  hand,  when  we  retire  from  the 
tumultuous  crowds  of  our  restless  cities,  and 
inspect  the  state  of  things  in  our  secluded 
country  villages,  there  health  and  longevity 
are  often  found  to  tarry  so  long  among  their 
thinly  scattered  cottages,  and  the  calls  of 
death  are,  in  many  hamlets,  so  like  the 
poet's 

"  Angel-visits'  few,  and  far  between," 

that  his  past  depredations  are  nearly  forgot- 
ten and  his  future  attacks  almost  disregarded. 
Hence,  when  he  twice  entered  the  confines 
of  the  writer's  parish,  and  called  away  two 
of  its  inhabitants  in  the  short  space  of  one 
week,  our  attention  was  more  than  usually 
roused,  and  the  passing-bell  seemed  to  sound 
a  more  deep  and  solemn  note  than  formerly. 
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But  while  its  vibrations  again  and  again 
struck  our  ear,  our  minds  were  comforted 
with  the  strongest  assurance  that,  in  both 
cases,  as  soon  as  the  spirit  was  absent  from 
the  body,  it  was  present  with  the  Lord,  to 
behold  and  partake  of  his  glory.  The  first 
of  these  individuals  was  truly  an  aged  pil- 
grim: she  had  sojourned  nearly  one  hundred 
years  in  this  vale  of  sorrow,  having  all  that 
time  no  earthly  store,  save  her  food  and 
raiment,  and  these  of  the  most  humble  sort; 
but  she  was  rich,  for  she  had,  during  more 
than  sixty  of  her  last  summers,  possessed  all 
things  in  Christ. 

The  other  person,  Mary  Camps,  was  call- 
ed away  just  as  her  sun  had  reached  the 
meridian  of  life;  just  when  the  calls  of  her 
family,  when  the  tender  affections  of  her 
husband,  and  the  love  and  friendship  of  her 
fellow  Christians,  were  uniting  their  voices, 
and  saying,  "  Leave  us  not  yet,  the  day  is 
but  little  spent;  we  need  thy  presence,  thy 
counsel,  and  thy  conversation.  Abide  with 
us  yet  a  little  longer,  and  then  depart  in 
peace."  But  she  is  gone!  Like  a  meteor, 


THATCHER  S  WIFE. 

she  has  passed  by  us.  She  has  excited  our 
attention  and  raised  our  wonder:  and  not  a 
few  are  standing,  as  it  were,  looking  towards 
the  place  whence  she  disappeared,  and  are 
expressing  their  astonishment  to  each  other 
at  what  they  have  heard  and  seen. 

Knowing  that  a  city  set  upon  a  hill  can- 
not be  hid,  the  writer  had,  for  some  months 
previous  to  her  death,  been  aware  that  her 
light  must  and  would  shine  before  men,  not- 
withstanding all  her  natural  reserve,  her 
seclusion,  and  the  humble  sphere  in  which 
she  moved.  Yet  he  had  no  idea  that  that 
light  would  be  so  conspicuous  as  events  have 
shown  it  to  be.  She  v.-as,  indeed,  a  bright 
and  shining  light  in  our  obscure  village 
during  the  last  half  year  of  her  life;  a  light, 
that,  previous  to  its  extinction,  had  arrested 
the  attention  of  her  neighbours  to  such  a 
degree,  that  the  oldest  among  them,  never 
saw  so  many  people  attend  the  interment  of 
any  one  among  them  as  they  witnessed  at 
the  burial  of  Mary  Camps.  Nor,  up  to  that 
time,  was  our  church  ever  remembered  to 
enclose  so  many  within  its  venerable  walls, 
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as  on  the  occasion  of  her  funeral  sermon  be- 
ing preached  the  following  Sunday. 

Several  weeks  before  her  death,  she  had 
been  in  the  habit  of  adverting  to  the  spiritual 
state  of  her  neighbours;  and  as  it  concerned 
herself  and  them,  she  often  expressed  her 
feelings  in  the  words  of  the  prophet  Isaiah: 
"  Seek  ye  the  Lord  while  he  may  be  found: 
call  ye  upon  him  \vhiie  he  is  near.  Let  the 
wicked  forsake  his  way,  and  the  unrighteous 
man  his  thoughts,  and  let  him  return  unto 
the  Lord,  and  he  will  have  mercy  upon  hi  IB  , 
and  to  our  God,  for  he  will  abundantly  par- 
don. For  my  thoughts  are  not  your  thoughts, 
neither  are  your  ways  my  ways,  saith  the 
Lord.  For  as  the  heavens  are  higher  than 
the  earth,  so  are  my  ways  higher  than  your 
ways,  and  my  thoughts  than  your  thoughts." 
Isa.  Iv.  6—9. 

This  sublime,  unfathomable,  and  gracious 
subject  of  the  Divine  mercy  to  rebellious 
men,  had  taken  such  hold  of  her  mind,  that 
it  was  not  only  present  with  her  as  a  daily 
theme  for  meditation,  but  it  was  her  almost 
hourly-supporting  rod  and  staff  of  comfort 
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through  the  many  deep  waters  of  tribulation 
which  her  Lord,  in  unerring  wisdom,  called 
her  to  pass.  Hence  she  repeatedly  express- 
ed her  wish  that  the  writer  would  address 
her  neighbours  from  them  as  soon  as  con- 
venient after  her  death.  This  was  done  on 
Sunday,  the  second  of  July,  being  the  fifth 
day  after  her  interment,  when  he  endea- 
voured to  bring  forth  such  plain  instructions 
as  she  herself  wished  to  be  set  before  them, 
adding,  at  the  same  time,  so  much  of  her 
humble  history  and  dying  experience  as  he 
thought  would  be  interesting  and  useful  to 
them. 

That  sermon,  on  account  of  the  deceased, 
unembellished  by  language,  and  unadorned  by 
art,  is  here  presented  to  the  Christian  pub- 
lic in  all  the  simplicity  and  plainness  with 
which  it  was  brought  forward  to  a  crowd  of 
poor  village  hearers.  The  mingled  feelings 
of  sorrow  and  rejoicing  which  the  writer  ex- 
perienced while  drawing  it  up,  brought  many 
a  tear  down  on  his  paper  as  he  proceeded 
from  page  to  page.  And  that  affection  for 
Mary  Camps,  which  was  deeply  rooted  in 
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the  bosom  of  all  who  knew  her  worth, 
brought  many  more  of  these  tokens  of  sym- 
pathy and  sorrow  from  the  eyes  of  many  of 
the  hearers,  while  the  account  was  laid  be- 
fore them  from  the  pulpit,  although  they 
were  ready  to  declare  how  very  short  and 
defective  it  was  of  what  might  have  been 
said,  nay,  of  what  not  a  few  of  them  had 
heard  and  seen  for  themselves  in  their  visits 
and  attendance  on  the  deceased. 

It  is  now  two  years  ago  since  this  circum- 
stance took  place j  but  there  is  little  of  that 
sympathy  and  affection  lost  from  amongst 
us.  The  humble  tenement  where  our  de- 
parted friend  once  lived,  and  the  low  de- 
scending thatch,  beneath  which  she  died,  are 
objects  still  dear  to  many  in  the  village.  At 
every  review  they  call  up  a  thousand  inter- 
esting and  affecting  particulars  in  the  mind, 
and  not  unfrequently  do  they  stir  up  the 
heart  of  some  individuals  to  pray,  "  Let  me 
die  the  death  of  the  righteous;  and  let  my 
latter  end  be  like  her?s. " 

These  two  years  have,  indeed,  made  con- 
siderable alterations  in  the  little  adjoining 
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garden,  which  a  year  before  her  death  had 
been  planted  with  gooseberry  bushes  and  va- 
rious fruit-trees.  These  have  advanced  their 
growth  with  a  rapidity  peculiar  to  a  favourite 
soil,  and  are  now  one  ring  their  many  fruits 
to  the  hands  of  Mary's  children.  But  she 
herself  is  not  there  to  witness  their  ad- 
vancement, or  to  unlade  their  branches! 
Sometimes,  as  the  writer  passes  through  this 
little  interesting  plot  of  ground,  for  a  mo- 
ment he  is  led  to  wish  that  Mary  was  there 
to  behold  and  enjoy  its  produce;  but  this 
is  his  weakness.  She  enjoys  a  better  en- 
closure; she  inherits  an  Eden,  or  rather  a 
heaven,  where  changing  seasons  and  win- 
tery  winds  chill  not  the  roots  of  the  tree  of 
life,  nor  any  stormy  blasts  tear  away  those 
leaves  which  are  for  the  healing  of  the  na- 
tions. But  it  is  time  to  proceed  to  the  in- 
structions and  account  above  referred  to. 

Having  pronounced  the  before-mentioned 
text  from  Isaiah  Iv.  6 — 9,  the  writer  thus  ad- 
dressed a  vast  concourse  of  his  poor  par- 
ishioners and  several  of  the  deceased's  re- 
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lations,  who  had  come  from  the  surrounding 
villages. 

My  beloved  friends  and  brethren, — These 
verses  our  departed  neighbour,  Mary  Camps, 
desired  might  be  brought  before  you,  as  a 
portion  which  had  struck  her  mind  with  un- 
usual force  some  time  previous  to  her  de- 
cease. Her  reasons  for  wishing  them  to  be 
brought  forward  were, 

That  you  might  all  be  stirred  up  to  seek 
that  Lord  whom  she  had  found — and  that  you 
might  do  so  without  delay; 

Her  great  sense  of  his  amazing  love  to  re- 
penting, returning  sinners,  and  the  blessed- 
ness of  having  the  Lord  for  our  portion  in 
this  world* as  well  as  in  the  next. 

Permit  me  then  to  say  a  few  words  on  these 
subjects. 

Our  departed  neighbour  desired  you  might 
J>e  stirred  up  to  seek  the  Lord  while  he  may 
be  found:  for  she  saw  the  danger  of  your 
putting  off  this  work  to  a  distant  period. — 
She  looked  on  herself  as  an  instance  in  proof, 
that  youth  is  no  security  against  sickness  and 
death.  She  saw  herself  in  the  prime  of  life 
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hastening  to  the  grave;  she  beheld  herself 
like  a  tree  which,  smitten  by  the  storm, 
waits  but  the  next  blast  to  be  torn  up  by  the 
roots,  just  as  it  has  reached  its  height,  its 
beauty,  and  its  strength:  and  she  justly  ap- 
prehended that  it  might  prove  the  same  with 
others.  She  was  therefore  extremely  anx- 
ious that  the  words  of  the  text  might  be 
sounded  in  every  ear,  that  they  might  pene- 
trate every  heart  She  knew  that  many  of 
vou,  her  neighbours,  were  hurrying  down  the 
broad  road  of  sin  and  destruction :  living  in 
neglect  and  contempt  of  the  only  true  God 
and  of  Jesus  Christ,  whom  he  hath  sent.  This 
made  her  often  speak  of  the  melancholy  end 
which  must  close  the  lives  of  such  as  have  re- 
ceived many  spiritual  helps,  and  yet  have 
failed  to  improve  them.  Nay,  such  was  her 
great  concern  for  you  on  this  head,  that,  when 
her  end  was  fast  approaching,  when  her  re- 
collection was  nearly  taken  from  her,  she 
spake  on  the  subject,  and  just  before  I  left 
her  for  the  last  time  on  earth,  she  attempted 
to  send  you  a  dying  message,  an  exhortation 
with  her  last  words,  "to  seek  the  Lord 
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while  he  may  be  found,  to  call  upon  him 
while  he  is  near."  Had  hot  the  powers  of 
nature  failed  her;  had  not  the  faculties  of 
her  mind  sunk  into  disorder;  she  would  pro- 
bably have  spoken  to  this  effect:  "  Go  tell 
them  that  this  is  the  acceptable  time,  that  this 
is  the  day  of  salvation.  To-day,  it  they  will 
seek  the  Lord,  he  will  certainly  be  found; 
he  will  be  merciful  to  them,  he  will  abun- 
dantly pardon  their  sins,  and  their  transgres- 
sions he  will  remember  no  morel  For  his 
thoughts  are  not  as  our  thoughts,  neither  are 
his  ways  as  our  ways." — And  now  my  be- 
loved flock,  what  can  your  feeble  pastor  say 
more?  How  can  he  urge  this  important  sub- 
ject more  forcibly  than  the  text  itself  does, 
or  more  pathetically  than  or  departed  sisier  *s 
words  and  manner  have  already  done?  In- 
deed, almost  the  only  thing  that  1  would  add, 
is  mv  earnest  prayer  fur  tne  out-po-iiing  of 
the  Spirit  on  every  soul,  that  each  for  himself 
may  comply  with  the  invitation,  and  that  all 
and  every  one  of  us  may  in  our  own  expe- 
rience say,  "  The  Lord  has  had  mercy  on 
me;  my  God  has  abundantly  pardoned."  But 
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if  any  argument  should  yet  be  required  to 
stir  us  up  to  this  duty,  let  us  for  a  few  mo- 
ments reflect  on  what  we  are,  or  what  we 
have  been. 

Sinners— children  of  wrath  by  nature — 
captives  of  Satan!  these  are  our  titles,  as- 
signed us  by  him  who  cannot  lie!  These  are 
our  distinguishing  features,  stamped,  not 
only  on  our  foreheads  when  we  entered  the 
stage  of  this  world,  but  stamped  on  our  very 
heart.  And  oh!  what  has  been  our  prac- 
tice? As  unconverted  sinners  we  have  lived, 
or  are  now  living,  without  God  and  without 
Christ  in  the  world.  Every-day  we  rebelled 
against  the  majesty  of  heaven.  We  have 
been  prodigal  sons  and  daughters;  we  have 
forsaken  our  Father's  house;  we  have  lived 
unto  ourselves,  and  not  unto  God;  we  have 
loved  and  served  the  creature  more  than  the 
Creator!  Such  has  been,  or  such  at  this 
moment  is,  the  case  of  every  individual 
in  this  assembly.  But  this  is  not  the 
worst. 

We  have  often  been  informed,  that  for  us 
men  and  for  our  salvation  the  Lord  Jesus 
B  2 
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Christ  came  down  tram  heaven  to  seek  and 
to  save  them  who  by  nature  and  by  practice 
were  lost.  Yet  we  have  disregarded  the 
joyful  sound.  \Ve  have  been  told  of  the 
love  of  Jesus,  of  his  labours,  his  insults  and 
his  cruel  mockings.  We  have  heard  of  his 
nightly  prayers  in  the  Mount  of  Olives,  and 
of  his  agonies  in  the  Garden  of  Gethsemane: 
of  his  tortures  on  the  cross:  of  his  dying 
prayer  for  his  murderers;  and  of  his  bowing 
his  thorn-crowned  head  in  death,  and  giving 
up  the  ghost!  But  all  these  things  have  passed 
by  us  as  idle  tales,  and  many,  very  many  of 
this  assembly,  up  to  the  present  moment, 
have  never  felt  their  sins,  nor  ever  sought 
unto  the  Saviour  for  pardon  for  the  past,  or 
for  grace  for  the  future.  Melancholy  state 
of  things!  Yet  there  is  hope  concerning  this 
thing;  the  Lord  Jehovah  invites  you  to  come 
and  reason  with  him;  and  the  ministers  of 
this  insulted  and  rejected  Saviour  are  bidden 
to  lift  up  their  voices,  and  in  the  language 
of  the  text,  to  invite  every  sinner  to  seek  the 
Lord — this  day  to  seek  him  who  now  waits 
to  be  gracious,  beyond  all  they  can  ask  or 
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think.  0  that  this  might  be  the  day  where- 
in you  would  come  to  yourselves,  and  say, 
"  I  will  arise  and  go  to  my  Father,  and  -,iil 
say  unto  him,  Father,  I  have  sinned  against 
heaven  and  before  thee,  and  am  not  worthy 
to  be  called  thy  son."  Then  my  poor 
thoughtless  hearers,  then  would  you  experi- 
ence the  loving  kindness,  and  share  the  ten- 
der compassions  of  him  whom  you  have  for- 
saken and  offended!  Then  would  your  souls 
be  as  a  watered  garden,  and  your  peace  as 
a  river,  which,  though  but  small  in  its  be- 
ginning, and  often  interrupted  in  its  course, 
yet  flows  on,  expanding  its  borders  and  deep- 
ening its  channel,  until  it  mingles  and  forms 
part  of  the  ocean  itself.  O  how  blessed  is 
that  person  who  hears,  who  believes,  and 
obeys  the  joyful  sound!  Trials,  indeed,  he 
will  have;  nay,  great  tribulations  may  occa- 
sionally fall  in  his  way;  but  in  the  midst  of 
all  he  will  find  a  present  help  in  the  day  of 
trouble;  with  his  sorrows  many  a  consolation 
will  still  be  mingled.  In  the  Lord  he  will 
be  able  to  rejoice;  and  the  peace  of  God, 
which  passeth  the  understanding  of  the  un- 
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converted  man,  will  keep  his  heart  and  mind 
through  Jesus  Christ. 

Let  these  thoughts,  then,  become  addition- 
al arguments  with  you  to  seek  the  Lord 
while  he  may  be  found,  to  call  upon  him 
while  he  is  near,  convinced  that  it  will  be 
well  for  you  both  in  time  and  in  eternity  that 
you  did  so  seek  him. 

But  perhaps  1  cannot  more  effectually  con- 
vince you  of  the  blessedness  of  making  the 
Lord  your  trust,  of  the  happiness  of  seeking 
him  while  he  may  be  found,  than  in  bringing 
before  you  some  part  of  the  experience  of  our 
dear  departed  neighbour. 

It  seems,  from  her  own  account,  that  she, 
when  a  girl,  had  considerable  uneasiness 
about  her  soul,  and  that  whenever  any  little 
indisposition  seized  her  body,  her  mind  was 
greatly  alarmed  at  the  thoughts  of  death. — 
To  die,  she  often  told  me,  appeared  to  her 
then  as  most  awful;  she  was  even  afraid  to 
lie  in  bed  in  a  dark  night,  when  her  waking 
thoughts  turned  to  the  subjects  of  death  and 
the  grave.  At  that  time  she  suffered  from, 
ill  health,  and  was  sometimes  at  home  and 


THATCHER'S  WIFE.  21 

sometimes  out  at  service,  generally  afar  off 
from  all  who  were  inclined  or  enabled  to 
instruct  her  in  the  things  which  made  for 
her  everlasting  peace.  Of  course  she  went 
on  in  much  darkness  and  ignorance  concern- 
ing the  nature  of  that  salvation  which  is 
brought  to  light  by  the  Gospel.  She  knew  not 
of  him  who  came  into  the  world  to  save  sin- 
ners, to  triumph  over  death  and  the  grave,  yet 
she  prayed  fervently  and  with  many  tears  in 
the  best  way  she  could.  And  did  she  pray  in 
vain?  Did  the  Almighty  continue  to  hide  him- 
self from  her?  Would  he  always  seem  to  draw 
back  when  this  young,  this  untaught,  this 
stammering  supplicant  approached  his  mercy 
seat?  Would  he  suffer  her,  or  any,  to  pray, 
to  weep,  to  ask  instruction,  and  not  grant  it? 
No!  sooner  shall  the  sun  run  back  in  its 
course,  and  the  mountains  and  hills  be  cast 
into  the  sea,  than  the  Lord  shall  refuse  to 
hear  and  answer  those  who  call  upon  him  in 
simplicity  and  truth.—"  He  had  compassion 
on  her,  and  led  her  forth  by  the  footsteps  of 
his  flock,  and  showed  her  where  he  made  his 
flocks  to  rest  at  noon."  For  being  at  home, 
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and  disengaged  on  Sundays,  she  was  several 
times  induced,  she  knew  not  why,  to  walk 
five  miles,  to  Cambridge,  and  attend  the 
preaching  of  that  laborious  servant  of  Christ, 
the  Rev.  C.  Simeon.  At  Trinity  Church, 
under  a  discourse  preached  by  him,  on  "Be- 
hold the  Lamb  of  God!"  she  obtained  a  por- 
tion of  light  and  consolation,  a  draught  of 
that  living  water  which  was  to  spring  up  into 
everlasting  life.  But  it  seems,  her  opportu- 
nities of  attending  there  was  soon  done  awayj 
and,  as  she  grew  up  to  womanhood,  her  mind 
became  more  divided,  and  her  spirit  more  ham- 
pered, more  choked  with  the  thorns  and  cares 
of  the  world;  creature  idols  obtained  much  of 
her  heart.  She  entered  into  the  marriage  state 
at  the  age  of  nineteen,  and  the  increasing  cares 
and  affections  of  a  family,  for  some  years,  great- 
ly deadened  and  obscured  the  work  of  grace 
in  her  soul.  It  was  but  seldom  that  she  could 
attend  public  worship  at  church;  and,  alas! 
when  she  could,  and  did  do  so,  she  heard  the 
voice  of  strangers,  and  returned  home  for- 
lorn and  unrefreshed,  as  those  who  seek  rest, 
and  find  it  not.  On  my  first  coming  to  min- 
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i$ter  among  you,  she,  like  many  others,  was 
led  hither  much  from  curiosity  to  hear  a  new 
preacher.  Feeble,  indeed,  was  the  voice 
which  sounded  in  her  ears  when  compared 
to  that  she  had  heard  at  Trinity  Church. — 
Yet  she  found  it  calling  upon  her  to  behold 
that  same  Lamb  of  God  to  whom  her  eyes 
had  been  directed  at  Cambridge  some  years 
ago;  and  therefore  she  gladly  attended  when- 
ever it  was  in  her  power.  The  spark  of 
grace,  which  had  long  lain  almost  dormant, 
seemed  now  to  rekindle,  and  begin  to  blaze: 
and  her  soul  began  to  mount  upwards  in 
hungerings  and  thirstings'  after  God.  Yet 
her  spirit  was  ofttimes  cast  down,  and  her 
sorrows  much  enlarged;  much  did  she  long  to 
impart  those  sorrows  and  fears  to  him  who 
now  addresses  you,  but  timidity,  and,  no 
doubt,  Satan's  stratagems,  prevented  her 
doing  so  for  full  two  years  after  my  coming 
into  the  village.  Often  had  I  called  and  in- 
quired after  the  children,  and  chatted  a  lit- 
tle with  the  family;  but  nothing  particular 
ever  passed  between  the  mother  and  myself 
until  about  this  time  last  year,  when  the  pains 
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and  afflictions  of  her  body  led  her  to  ask  my 
advice  with  respect  to  medical  aid.  I  then 
took  the  favourable  opportunity  of  entering 
into  close  conversation  on  the  state  of  her 
soul  5  and  then  it  was  I  received  an  account 
of  her  past  and  present  experiences.  From 
that  date  to  the  time  of  her  death,  few  days 
intervened  without  my  seeing  her,  either  in 
the  character  of  a  bodily  or  spiritual  physi- 
cianj  and  of  course  I  had  every  opportunity 
of  knowing  the  condition  of  her  mind;  and 
from  time  to  time,  of  observing  its  advance- 
ment in  knowledge,  in  spirituality,  in 'faith, 
and  in  love  to  the  'Redeemer  of  souls.  From 
all  which  I  heard  and  saw  I  W&s  repeatedly 
led  to  say,  "  O  that  my  soul  were  as  meet 
for  the  inheritance  of  the  saints  in  light  as 
thine  is,  thou  highly-favoured  among  us!" 

Our  adorable  Lord  pronounced  his  bless- 
ing on  "the  poor  in  spirit,"  and  on  those 
"  who  hunger  and  thirst  after  righteousness." 
Our  dear  departed  friend  did  most  assuredly 
come  under  both  these  descriptions.  In  her 
conversation  and  manner  there  was  none  of 
that  loud-talking,  vain-glorious,  unsanctified 
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boldness,  which  we  discover  in  too  many  pro- 
fessors of  the  present  day.  She  knew  that  all 
the  promises  of  God   are  "  yea  and  amen  in 
Christ   Jesus."     But  her  constant  and  in- 
creasing views  of  herself  as  a  sinner  by  na- 
ture and  by  practice,  kept  her  in  the  very 
dust  of  humiliation;  and  when  she  spoke  of 
heaven,  and  of  the  blessedness  of  being  there, 
her  constant  words  and  manner  were  most 
strikingly  humble :   "  O  if  I  may  but  be  per- 
mitted to  enter  that  happy  kingdom!"  With 
eyes  lifted  up  to  heaven,  she  would  exclaim, 
"  O  that  Jesus,  my  blessed  Saviour,  may  par- 
don and  blot  out  all  my  sins,  and  suffer  me 
to  be  with  him!"     Sometimes,  however,  she 
seemed  to  fear,  and  to  think  it  almost  impos- 
sible that  such  a  sinner  as  she  saw  herself  to 
be  could  enter  so  holy  and  happy  a  place. — 
But  this  was  the  effect  of  her  being  poor  in 
spirit:  and  this  trait  of  her  character  never 
left  her  till  she  left  a  body  of  sin,  and  now 
she  inherits  the  promise,  for  u  her's  is  the 
kingdom  of  heaven. " 

Many  a  time  have  I  seen  the  big  tear  roll 
down  those  cheeks  which  are  now  moulder- 
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ing  into  corruption.  There  was,  however, 
but  one  subject  which  caused  all  those  tears 
to  flow — she  wept  not  because  she  was  in 
pain,  although  her  pains  were  more  and  great- 
er than  any  I  hadj  ever  witnessed.  She  shed 
not  those  tears  because  her  disorder  baffled 
all  human  skill  to  resist  its  progress.  It  was 
not  because  the  great  and  busy  world  over- 
looked her  that  she  wept.  Nor  was  it  be- 
cause she  considered. her  end  approaching 
that  she  shed  tears.  No  I  none  of  these 
things  moved  her!  But  whenever  we  en- 
tered into  conversation  on  the  love  of  Christ 
to  sinners,  then  it  was  that  her  soul  was 
melted  with  godly  sorrow;  then  it  was  she 
wept,  I  may  say,  showers  of  tears,  at  the 
thought  of  the  exceeding  love  of  Christ,  on  the 
one  hand,  and  of  her  own  cold  and  lukewarm 
returns  (as  she  termed  her  best  and  most  ar- 
dent affections.)  on  the  other.  "  0  that  I 
could  but  love  him  more!"  was  her  constant, 
her  repeated  exclamation,  while  her  many 
tears  witnessed  the  feelings  of  the  heart. — 
She  did  certainly  long  to  give  up  her  whole 
soul  to  him  who  had  died  for  her;  and 
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her  greatest,  her  almost  only  cause  of  grief 
was  like  that  of  David  and  Paul — she  found 
her  flesh  still  cleave  to  the  dust,  and  that 
when  she  would  do  good,  evil  was  but  too 
present  with  her. 

If  ever  I  beheld  one  who  hungered  and 
thirsted  after  righteousness,  it  was  our  de- 
parted friend.  And  now  she  has  obtained 
her  full  desire,  for  it  is  according  to  her  last 
words:  "The  Lord. is  her  salvation;  she 
drinks  of  the  river  of  life,  and  none  can 
make  her  afraid. " 

But  to  return  to  her  little  history.  As 
her  disorder  gradually  increased,  it  soon  pre- 
vented her  leaving  the  house.  She  often 
heard  the  church-going  bell,  but  could  not 
obey  its  summons.  To  the  last  and  utmost 
of  her  bodily  strength  she  attended  to  her 
children,  and,  on  Sundays  and  other  occa- 
sions, sent  them  to  the  school,  to  the  church, 
and  to  my  evening  instructions;  often  ex- 
pressing a  wish  that  she  could  herself  ac- 
company them;  but  this  infinite  Wisdom 
denied.  She  therefore  remained  at  home, 
and  frequently  alone,  where  she  divided  her 
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time  between  the  perusal  of  her  Bible,  Bax- 
ter's Saints'  Rest,  and  prayer  to  him  who  is 
not  confined  to  churches  or  to  public  assem- 
blies, or  to  temples  made  with  hands.  On  ma- 
ny of  these  occasions  she  had  great  spiritual 
refreshments  afforded  to  her  soul. 

By  this  time  several  of  our  serious  neigh- 
bours had  become  more  particularly  ac- 
quainted with  her;  and,  as  she  greatly  de- 
lighted in  their  society  and  conversation,  and 
was  unable  to  go  abroad  and  meet  them 
where  they  now  and  then  assembled  for 
prayer,  it  was  agreed  that  their  little  prayer- 
meetings  should  occasionally  be  held  at  her 
house.  This,  I  trust,  was  a  blessing  to  more 
than  one  or  two.  The  second  time  our  few 
poor  neighbours  met  under  the  roof  of  her 
cottage,  I  was  myself  with  them,  and  I  can 
truly  say  it  was  a  season  of  refreshment  from 
the  presence  of  the  Lord.  Our  friend  Camps 
had,  as  yet,  never  opened  her  lips  in  prayer 
where  there  was  a  second  person  present; 
but  on  this  night  her  soul  was  so  exceeding- 
ly lifted  up  with  a  sense  of  the  pardoning 
love  of  Christ,  that  it  was  impossible  for  her 
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to  remain  silent.  She  therefore  knelt  down, 
and  did  indeed  pour  out  her  heart  before 
God,  in  such  requests,  such  confessions,  and 
such  praises,  that  under  all  existing  circum- 
stances, none  could  inspire  or  dictate  but  the 
Holy  Ghost  himself,  even  that  spirit  which, 
knowing  the  mind  of  the  eternal  Father,  does 
teach  men  how  to  pray,  and  what  to  pray  for, 
according  to  the  will  of  God.  On  that  occa- 
sion there  was  such  a  solemn  and  indescriba- 
ble sense  of  the  divine  presence  on  many  of 
our  minds,  that  I  can  no  more  doubt  whether 
Christ  Jesus  our  Lord  was  there  present, 
and  that  to  bless  us,  than  I  can  doubt  of  the 
reality  and  existence  of  the  sun  in  the  firma- 
ment, when  it  is  enlightening  and  fructifying 
the  earth  with  its  splendid  and  unclouded 
beams. 

Week  after  week,  and  month  after  month 
passed  away,  and  brought  with  them  little 
relief  from  acute  pains  and  violent  spasms; 
nay,  every  week,  and  almost  every  day, 
brought  more  sufferings,  and  less  intervals 
of  ease.  Yet,  so  far  was  our  departed  friend 
delivered  from  every  thing  of  a  murmuring 
c  2 
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fretful  spirit,  that  it  was  her  declaration  to 
me,  that  no  part  of  her  life  had  been  so  happy 
as  this,  in  which  the  Lord  was  laying  his 
afflicting  rod  upon  her.  Not  long  before 
she  took  to  her  bed  she  said,  "  I  often  lie 
awake  for  many  hours  together  in  the  night, 
and  then  it  is,  when  the  children  are  asleep, 
and  everything  is  still  and  quiet,  that  I  enjoy 
so  much  happiness  in  meditating  on  heaven, 
and  on  what  Christ  has  done  and  suffered  for 
sinners.  I  know,"  she  continued,  "  that  many 
people  under  their  afflictions  are  tempted  to 
fret,  and  think  the  nights  long;  and  I  re- 
member the  time  when  I  was  afraid  to  lie 
awake  in  the  night;  but  blessed  be  God!  I 
do  not  now  feel  any  thing  like  a  fretful  or  a 
fearful  spirit:  I  often  am  in  great  pain; 
but  I  know  the  Lord  does  all  things  for  the 
best.  Sometimes,  when  my  pains  are  very 
sharp,  I  cannot  keep  my  thoughts  so  sweetly 
employed  as  I  wish;  but  I  hope  my  Saviour 
will  pardon  tltis.  0  that  I  could  but  love  my 
blessed  Saviour  more!" 

From  the  time  of  her  being  taken  ill,  more 
than  a  year  ago,  down  to  the  period  of  her 
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departure,  her  conversaTion  became  more  and 
more  edifying  and  spiritual:  so  t-iatf  were  I 
able  to  relate  all  the  interesting  speeches 
and  sweet  evidences  of  the  Spirit's  work  in 
her  soul  during  that  time,  they  would  i;  .';e 
no  small  volume.  But  this  I  am  neither  in- 
clined nor  able  to  do,  and  therefore  I  shall 
pass  over  several  weeks  of  her  interesting 
life,  and  bring  down  my  observations  to  about 
nine  weeks  before  her  death,  when  she  was 
wholly  confined  to  her  bed.  Long  had  an 
anxious  and  affectionate  husband,  and  long 
had  I  myself  indulged  the  hope,  that,  as 
spring  advanced,  her  constitution  might 
rally,  and  gain  strength;  but  now  this  hope 
vanished,  and  we  believed  her  words  would 
prove  true,  and  that  she  should  not  recover. 
All  grieved  but  herself;  while  her  husband, 
her  children,  her  neighbours,  and  her  minis- 
ter, asked  for  more  days  to  be  added  to  her 
years,  she  alone  said,  u  It  is  the  Lord;  let 
him  do  what  seemeth  him  good."  Her  own 
desire,  as  being  personally  concerned,  was, 
that  she  might  not  recover,  but  depart,  and 
be  with  Jesus.  Yet  when  she  looked  round 
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on  her  aged,  sorrowing  mother — on  her 
affectionate,  weeping  husband — and  on  her 
group  of  infant  children,  she  was  willing,  for 
their sakes,  to  forego  her  crown  a  little  while; 
and,  if  such  were  the  will  of  God,  she  con- 
sented yet  to  be  a  pilgrim  and  sojourner  on 
earth.  Sometimes  the  natural  yearnings  of 
the  mother  induced  her  to  say,  she  could 
wish  to  take  her  youngest  child  with  her. 
This  was  natural;  it  was  the  last  and  strong- 
est cord  that  bound  her  to  the  earth.  But 
this,  with  every  other  sublunary  tie,  was  so 
completely  severed  before  her  death,  that 
not  one  earthly  object  ruffled  her  passage 
through  the  waters  of  Jordan.  Mother  and 
husband,  and  elder  and  younger  children, 
she  cheerfully  committed  into  the  hands  of 
her  heavenly  Father,  without  one  anxious 
wish  on  their  account,  except  that  they 
might  seek  the  Lord  while  he  was  to  be 
found,  and  call  upon  him  while  he  was  near. 
This  she  repeatedly  urged  them  to  do,  in 
many  words  and  with  many  prayers,  and  in 
such  a  manner  as  will  not  be  forgotten  by 
those  who  were  present  on  these  occasions. 
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I  will  mention  one  liule  instance,  as  re- 
lated tome  b\  a  neighbour  who  was  present, 
and  this  will  help  to  ?how  with  what  cheer- 
fulness and  judgment  she  spake  to  her  chil- 
dren on  the  most  important  subjects,  as  their 
tender  years  could  bear.  It  was  one  after- 
noon, when  the  before-mentioned  neighbour 
called  in  to  see  her,  that  Elizabeth,  the  old- 
est child  but  one,  and  not  quite  six  years  of 
age,  entered  the  sick  room. 

"  My  dear,"  said  the  mother,  smiling, 
"  come  here;  I  have  something  to  sav  to 
you."  The  child  advanced  to  the  bedside, 
and  the  mother  proceeded:  "My  dear,  I 
want  to  tell  you  something,  which  you  ii;jst 

remember;  will  you  try  to  think  of  it?" 

"Yes,"  replied  the  child.  "Well,  then, 
my  child,  when  your  poor  mother  is  dead 
and  gone,  do  you  come  here,  sometimes,  and 
kneel  down  by  this  vour  mother's  bed-side, 
and  say  your  prayers.  Say,  '  O  my  blessed 
Saviour!  do  make  my  little  heart  good,  and 
fit  to  go  to  heaven. '  You  can  remember  this, 
my  dear,  can't  you?" — "Yes,"  replied  the 
child.  The  mother  smiled,  and  implored 
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the  divine  blessing  on  her  babe,  and  then 
dismissed  it  to  its  play. 

O  that  this  child  may  fulfil  the  promise 
then  made,  and  obtain  the  blessing  then  im- 
plored ! 

It  is,  however,  right  to  observe,  that,  tran- 
quil and  happy  as  was  her  mind  in  general, 
yet  there  were  a  few  seasons  when  Satan 
strove  to  break  her  peace;  seasons  wherein 
he  endeavoured  to  shake  her  confidence  in 
the  promises  of  God,  and  her  hope  of  an  in- 
terest in  the  blood  of  the  cross;  but  these 
were  generally  of  short  duration,  and  always 
succeeded  by  additional  joy  and  peace  in  be- 
lieving. 

The  darkest  cloud  of  this  nature  which 
ever  crossed  her  sky,  was  on  Friday,  the 
21st  of  last  montli.  On  that  day  I  did  not 
visit  her  until  the  evening,  when  I  found  her 
exceedingly  afflicted  in  her  body.  But  this 
was  only  a  part,  and  that  a  small  one,  of  her 
then  tribulations;  for  her  soul  was  greatly 
distressed,  as  I  had  never  seen  it  before.  It 
was  indeed  the  hour  and  the  power  of  dark- 
ness— the  time  wherein  Satan  was  permitted 
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to  throw  a  dark  veil  over  all  her  bright  and 
cheering  views;  to  rear  up,  as  it  were,  a 
partition- wall  between  her  soul  and  her  Sa- 
viour, and  to  shut  out  every  prospect  of  her 
eternal  rest. 

Sorrow  and  anxiety,  almost  amounting  to 
despair,  were  painted  in  her  countenance.— 
Her  eyes  met  me  as  I  approached  her  bed- 
side, not  with  that  cheerful,  joyous  welcome, 
to  which  I  was  accustomed,  but  with  most  dis- 
tressing earnestness,  indicative  of  the  tempest- 
driven  state  of  her  soul.  Scarcely  had  I  in- 
quired the  cause,  ere  she  exclaimed,  "  O!  if 
I  should  at  last  be  cast  away!  The  Lord  has 
hidden  his  face  from  me.  Oh!  how  can' I 
bear  to  be  shut  out  of  the  kingdom  of  my  dear 
Saviour?  Lord!  have  mercy  on  a  poor  and 
wretched  sinner!"  with  much  more  to  the 
same  purpose.  I  then  conversed  on  the 
riches  and  fulness  of  those  many  great  and 
precious  promises  which  are  given  to  repent- 
ing sinners  in  general — promises,  which  are 
the  property  of  all  who  feel  their  need,  and 
are  desirous  to  partake  of  them  on  the  Gos- 
pel terms  of  repentance  towards  God,  and 

- 
. 


36  THATCHER'S  WIFE. 

faith  in  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  I  moreover 
called  her  attention  to  the  many  tokens  she 
had  received  in  proof  of  her  individual  inter- 
est in  the  sacrifice  and  merits  of  God's  dear 
Son;  and  endeavoured  to  point  out  the  un- 
reasonableness and  scriptural  impossibility 
of  the  Good  Shepherd's  forsaking  those  sheep 
who  desire,  above  all  things,  to  follow  him; 
especially  after  he  had  searched  and  sought 
them  out,  when  scattered  far  from  him,  and 
conducted  them  almost  through  all  the  paths 
and  dangers  of  the  waste -howling  wilder- 
ness, even  to  the  very  borders  of  his  heaven- 
ly fold. 

She  was  all  silence  and  attention  while  I 
spokfe,  and,  when  I  ceased,  she  began  to  pray 
aloud,  to  implore  forgiveness  of  all  her  past 
sins,  and  especially  those  of  distrusting  God's 
true  and  holy  word. 

"Thou  hast,  O  Lord!"  she  said;  "  thou 
hast,  in  times  past,  given  me  many  blessed 
tokens  of  thy  love:  0  why  should  I  now 
doubt?  Lord!  come  and  lift  up  the  light  of 
thy  countenance  upon  my  soul." 

I  then,  previous  to  leaving  her,  went  to 
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prayer,  entreating  that  her  request  might  be 
granted;  nor  did  I  doubt  but  soon  her  sorrow 
would  be  turned  into  joy,  and  the  days  of  her 
mourning  be  ended. 

But  God  is  ofttimes  so  rich  in  mercy,  that 
he  exceeds  all  we  ask  or  think;  and  so  it 
was  found  to  be  in  his  relieving  the  sorrows 
of  our  poor  afflicted  sister.  For  in  the  course 
of  that  night  he  made  all  grace  abound  to- 
wards her,  so  that  her  cup  ran  over.  "  0!" 
said  she,  when  I  visited  her  the  next  morn- 
ing, "O!  my  dear  friend,  the  Lord  has 
blessed  my  soul  indeed/' — M  He  has  return- 
ed then,"  said  I,  "and  comforted  you?"— 
bi  Yes,"  she  replied,  4;  with  such  joy  and 
peace,  as  I  never  before  experienced.  0!  if 
1  could  but  tell  you ! — I  am  very  faint; — I 
cannot  repeat  half  the  blessed  Scriptures  he 
brought  to  my  recollection  and  comfort."— 
She  paused  some  minutes  to  recover  her 
breath  and  her  recollection,  and  then  pro- 
ceeded: "I  remember  some  of  them:  it  was 
as  though  my  blessed  Lord  took  me  by  the 
hand,  and  said,  4 1  am  the  Lord  thy  God; 
fear  not;  I  will  never  leave  nor  forsake  thee.' 
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My  mother  thought  I  was  dying:  I  heard  her 
cry,  but  my  soul  was  full  of  joy.  0  my  bless- 
ed Saviour!  I  am  not  now  afraid  to  die." — 
At  this  time  she  was  bolstered  up  in  the  bed, 
being  unable  to  lie  down:  she  was  indeed 
nearly  exhausted  to  the  lowest  stage  of  life, 
But  her  countenance,  amidst  all  the  suffer- 
ings and  decays  of  nature,  exhibited  nothing 
but  smiles  and  heavenly  peace.  In  this  state 
she  continued  for  some  days,  without  any 
other  alteration  than  that  of  her  bodily  suf- 
ferings increasing  more  and  more;  so  that 
we  all  most  fervently  prayed  and  longed  for 
her  dismissal,  as  the  only  probable  way  of 
her  obtaining  relief.  Yet  it  is  truly  surpris- 
ing how  patient  and  resigned  her  soul  was 
under  all  her  trials.  Sometimes  she  would 
say,  "  This  is  hard  work;  but  the  Lord's 
will  be  done."  At  another  time  she  said  to 
me,  "  I  am  afraid  I  sin:  I  never  thought  the 
nights  long  till  now;  but  now,  my  pains  and 
cough  and  sickness  are  so  sharp,  that  the 
nights  seem  long." 

On  Tuesday  the  27th  of  June,  I  called  in 
late  at  night,  to  say  I  had  most  urgent  busi- 
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ness  on  hand,  and  which,  if  attended  to, 
would  cause  my  absence  for  the  two  follow- 
ing days,  and  part  of  the  third:  but  that,  if 
she  felt  my  absence  would  in  the  smallest 
degree  affect  her  mind,  I  would  not  quit  the 
parish.  I  shall  not  soon  forget  her  conduct 
on  this  occasion.  That  her  life  was  fast 
ebbing  out  was  evident  to  all.  That  she  felt 
for  me  the  strongest  friendship  and  Christian 
regard,  and  much  enjoyed  my  poor  society 
and  feeble  instructions,  I  could  not  doubt.  It 
was  therefore  natural  to  suppose  my  leaving 
her,  under  such  circumstances  as  the  present, 
would  somewhat  discompose  her  mind;  but 
here  I  was  mistaken.  She  had  so  entirely 
committed  herself,  and  all  that  concerned  her, 
into  the  hands  of  God,  that  there  appeared 
to  be  no  degree  of  self-denial  on  earth  which 
she  could  not  cheerfully  take  up;  so  that 
when  I  had  concluded  my  statement,  and 
requested  her  to  be  most  candid  in  her  re- 
ply, she  looked  at  me  with  inexpressible 
kindness,  "  Go,  Sir,  go:  it  will  not  disturb 
my  mind."  She  was  then  suffering  under 
much  bodily  pain,  and  enjoying  so  much 
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spiritual  peace,  that  it  was  impossible  but  she 
must  desire  a  speedy  remove;  and  justly 
conceiving  that  I  mijrht  feel  anxious  once 
more  to  behold  her  in  the  land  of  the  living, 
she  most  earnestly  entreated  that  I  would 
not  pray  for  her  life  to  be  prolonged  till  my 
return.  "I  am,"  she  said,  "so  desirous  to 
go;  and  if  we  do  not  again  meet  here,  I  trust 
we  shall  soon  meet  in  heaven." 

Early  the  next  morning,  I  quitted  the  vil- 
lage. It  was  a  day  of  great  peace  to  the 
soul  of  our  afflicted  sister,  and  so  was  the 
succeeding  night.  But  the  next  day,  that  is, 
Thursday  and  especially  that  night,  seem  to 
have  been  uncommonly  blessed  seasons;  for 
she  now  considered  herself  as  actually  dying, 
and  therefore  spoke  to  her  family  and  to  all 
about  her  with  peculiar  solemnity.  As  one 
of  our  Christian  friends,  who  was  with  her 
all  that  time,  has  given  me  an  account  in 
writing  of  what  then  passed,  I  shall  merely 
read  that  account  as  1  received  it,  only  stay- 
ing one  moment  to  adore  that  gracious  Provi- 
dence which  so  ordered  things,  that  any  one 
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should  then  be  present  with  her  who  was  so 
able  to  record  what  passed. 


"  My  dear 

"  I  entered  the  room  about  seven  o'clock 
in  the  evening:  she  then  lay  in  a  quiet  state, 
and  a  few  minutes  after  looked  round,  and 
broke  out  in  a  strong  voice  of  fervent  prayer  to 
God,  and  said,  'The  Lord  is  my  strength,  and 
he  is  become  my  salvation;  of  whom  then  shall 
I  be  afraid?  —  The  Lord  is  my  preserver,  of 
whom  then  shall  I  be  afraid?'  She  exclaim- 
ed, '  How  I  love  my  blessed  Saviour!  —  muy 
I  shall  soon  be  with  him,  and  sit  on  that 
throne  where  Jesus  makes  all  things  new 
—  I  can  triumph  in  death  and  say,  "  O  death! 
where  is  thy  sting?  O  grave!  where  is  thy 
victory?"  Thanks  be  to  God,  death  has  no 
sting  to  dart  my  soul  with  —  in  me  death  has 
lost  his  sting.  Now,'  said  she,  '  I  know 
that  blessed  truth,  which  says,  "  Blessed  are 
the  dead  that  die  in  the  Lord!"  for  now, 
though  I  pass  through  this  Jordan,  his  rod 
and  his  staff,  they  comfort  me  —  now  I  will 
fear  no  evil,  for  thou,  my  Lord  and  my  God, 
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art  with  me.'  She  then  addressed  her  hus- 
band, thinking,  to  take  her  last  farewell;  she 
prayed,  and  exhorted  him  not  to  grieve,  nor 
shed  a  tear  for  her,  but  rather  rejoice,  for  she 
should  soon  be  in  that  place  where  grief  and 
sorrow  never  enter.  She  said,  4  Seek  the 
Lord  with  your  whole  heart — serve  him  with 
fear  and  love,  and  pray  him  to  give  you  a 
new  heart  and  a  right  spirit,  that  when  you 
are  called  hence,  out  of  this  world,  you  may 
be  admitted  into  his  heavenly  kingdom — 
there  may  we  meet  and  never  part. ' 
-— •*"  She  then  took  her  leave  of  her  children, 
in  sweet  resignation  to  the  will  of  God.  She 
told  them  to  pray  to  the  Lord  to  change  their 
poor  wicked  hearts,  to  be  good  and  kind, 
and  not  to  abuse  or  revile  any  of  the  poor 
neighbours,  but  to  be  good  children  on  earth, 
that  they  might  be  God's  own  children  when 
they  died. 

"  She  continued  in  prayer  for  some  time. 
She  blessed  God  for  having  answered  the 
many  prayers  which  had  been  offered  up,  and 
for  having  given  her  sense  and  power  to 
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leave  an  evidence  and  assurance  behind,  that 
she  was  going  to,  and  should  be  for  ever  bless- 
ed with,  the  Lord. 

u  She  prayed  that  the  inhabitants  of  this 
place  might  know  the  Lord,  from  the  least 
to  the  greatest;  that  they  might  taste  and 
see  how  good  the  Lord  is.  '  Blessed,'  said 
she,  '  is  the  people  that  trust  in  the  Lord. ' 

"  She  prayed  also  for  you,  her  kind  friend 
and  minister,  and  blessed  the  Lord,  that  he 
had  directed  you  to  this  poor  benighted  place, 
and  prayed  that  he  would  still  spare  you  to 
preach  his  blessed  Gospel;  that  many  poor 
sinners  might  be  brought  to  seek  the  Lord. 

"  No  one  can  express  what  she  seemed  to 
feel  while  calling  upon  the  Lord.  She  seem- 
ed so  overwhelmed  with  his  presence,  that 
her  soul  could  not  contain  the  pleasure  it 
felt,  and  her  countenance  was  uncommonly 
sweet  and  smiling.  Love  and  joy  so  sprang 
up  together,  that  a  heavei^was  almost  visible 
in  her  countenance. 

"  She  lifted  up  her  eyes  and  her  hands, 
and  coucluded  by  saying, 
D  3 
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f  My  willing  soul  would  stay, 

In  such  a  frame  as  this; 
And  sit  and  sing  herself  away 

To  everlasting  bliss.' 

u  After  this  she  lay  quite  still  for  some 
minutes,  then  awoke  and  said,  '  I  am  not 
yet  gone.' — 4  No,'  said  Mrs.  B.  'you  are 
not;  the  Lord  does  not  yet  see  fit;  we  must 
wait  his  time  with  patience.' — 'Yes,'  said 
she,  '  I  will;  but  I  long  to  be  gone.  I  am 
afraid  lest  I  should  be  wicked,  in  not  stay- 
ing the  Lord's  time.'  She  then  lay  in  a  kind 
of  meditation,  and  frequently  offered  up 
short  ejaculatory  prayers,  saying,  "  Bless 
the  Lord,  O  my  soul,  and  praise  his  holy 
name;  bless  the  Lord,  0  my  soul,  and  forget 
not  all  his  benefits." 

"  She  lay  senseless  at  times,  through  much 
of  the  night.  When  she  recovered,  she  asked 
whether  she  had  said  any  thing  wrong,  for 
she  often  prayed  >§hen  her  recollection  was 
not  quite  clear:  but  to  the  best  of  my  re- 
membrance, there  was  nothing  fell  from  her 
Tips  but  what  was  scriptural,  edifying  and 
comfortable. 
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u  Being  much  exhausted,  she  spoke  in  a 
whisper,  and  said,  '  The  Rock  Christ  is  al- 
ready cleft  to  take  me  in.  My  blessed  Lord 
and  Saviour  says,  "  Though  the  mother  may 
forget  the  infant  of  her  womb,  yet  will  I  not 
forget  thee:"  no,  he  will  not — my  helpless 
soul  hangs  all  on  him. ' 

"  About  daylight  I  left  her  in  a  slumber, 
and  did  not  speak  to  her  until  the  following 
night.  When  I  called  on  her  she  was  unable 
to  converse;  I  looked  at  her,  and  took  my 
last  farewell,  and  wished  her's  were  my  own 
case. 

u  Thus  I  have  collected  together  some  lit- 
tle account  of  what  I  saw  and  heard  on  Tues- 
day evening  and  in  Thursday  night;  but  she 
said  many  blessed  things,  which  i  have  not 
and  cannot  write  down." 

Such  was  the  interesting  and  blessed  ex- 
perience of  Mary  until  Friday,  when  her 
bodily  pains,  which  throughout  the  preced- 
ing night  and  day  had  been  somewhat  less 
severe,  returned  with  redoubled  strength. — 
In  that  afternoon  I  again  reached  home,  and 
hastened  to  the  bed  side  of  the  afflicted  pil  • 
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grim.  The  instant  I  entered  the  room,  I  per- 
ceived her  disease  had  made  great  ravages 
during  my  short  absence,  and  from  what  I 
saw,  1  considered  her  agonies  of  body  were 
then  too  great  for  nature  long  to  sustain; 
and  so  the  event  proved,  for  that  evening  the 
internal  inflammation  produced  its  fatal  ef- 
fects, and  mortification  ensued. 

When  I  left  her  on  the  preceding  Tues- 
day evening,  I  scarcely  expected  to  find  her 
living  on  my  return;  and  when  I  entered  her 
room  and  beheld  her  sufferings,  I  almost 
wished  I  had  found  her  a  corpse.  It  was 
not  till  I  had  sat  by  her  some  time,  that  she 
was  able  to  speak;  but  at  length  she  recov- 
ered sufficient  strength  to  lift  up  a  languid 
countenance,  and  in  a  low  voice  to  say, 
"  There  is  rest  to  my  soul,  but  none  to  my 
body."  In  reply,  I  endeavoured  to  comfort 
her  with  the  assurance,  that  the  conflict 
must  soon  end,  and  that,  ere  long,  that 
kingdom  would  he  her's  where  the  inhabi- 
tant never  says,  I  am  sick.  We  afterwards 
went  to  prayer,  and  entreated  the  Lord,  in 
whose  hands  are  the  issues  of  life  and  death, 
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that,  as  the  Father  of  mercies,  and  God  of 
all  consolation,  he  would  be  pleased  to  as- 
suage her  pains,  or  take  her  to  himself. 

I  again  visited  her,  between  nine  and  ten 
o'clock  that  evening,  when  I  found  the  Lord 
had  already  answered  the  former  part  of  our 
prayer,  and  was  about  shortly  to  grant  the  lat- 
ter request  also.  For  now  the  violence  of  the 
disease  had  ilestroyed  itself,  and  had  usher- 
ed in  that  ease  of  body,  which  was  the  first 
stage  of  mortification.  She  was  sitting  up, 
or  rather  supported  in  bed,  by  two  kind 
Christian  friends.  But  Oh!  how  can  I  de- 
scribe her  at  that  time !  All  I  can  say  is, 
that  she  enjoyed  a  great  degree  of  bodilj 
ease,  and  a  full  portion  of  joy  in  the  Holy 
Ghost.  I  cannot,  I  will  not  attempt  to  de- 
lineate her  countenance  and  manner,  further 
than  to  say,  I  think  it  was  very  like  what 
must  be  found  in  the  saints,  when  newly  de- 
livered from  bodies  of  sin  arid  death,  and, 
soaring  towards  their  heavenly  home,  they 
cast  one  look  on  this  world  of  sorrow  and 
sin,  and  then,  filled  with  a  joy  unknown  to 
mortals,  they  turn  their  eyes  and  speed  their 
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flight  towards  the  new  Jesusalem,  exclaiming 
as  they  fly, 

"  Our  home  is  henceforth  in  the  skies: 

Earth,  seas,  and  sun,  adieu: 
All  heaven  unfolding-  to  our  eyes, 

We  have  no  sight  for  you." 

I  could  do  little  else  for  some  time  than 
gaze  on  her  in  silence  and  admiration.  Sure- 
ly, I  said  to  myself,  thy  soul  is  already  at 
the  portal  of  heaven.  The  veil  is  beginning 
to  roll  away;  thou  seest  something  of  that 
vision  which  Stephen  beheld,  when  the  coun- 
cil, looking  steadfastly  on  him,  saw  his  face 
as  it  had  been  the  face  of  an  angel.  "  I  shall 
go  to  Christ — I  shall  soon  be  with  him — O,  I 
am  happy!"  were  almost  the  only  things  she 
repeated  during  the  fore  part  of  that  night, 
until  delirium  marked  the  second  stage  of 
mortification;  and  then  she  dozed  or  spoke 
incoherently  until  the  morning,  when  I  re- 
ceived an  early  message  of  her  being  worse. 
I  hastened  to  her,  and  found  this  was,  with- 
out doubt,  to  be  her  last  day  on  earth.  After 
I  had  sat  about  ten  minutes,  she  awoke  from 
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a  sort  of  slumber,  and  once  more  saw  and 
smiled  on  her  poor  minister.  I  asked  her  if 
she  knew  me?  "  Yes,"  she  replied,  and 
then  raising  herself  a  little,  she  looked  stead- 
fastly in  my  face,  and  with  great  deliberation, 
and  uncommon  emphasis,  said,  "  The  Lord 
is  my  God — I  shall  drink  of  the  river  of  life 
— and  none  shall  make  me. afraid."  This 
was  the  last  clear  and  connected  thing  she 
said.  She  wished  to  add  more,  and  that  for 
the  sake  of  others:  she  wished  to  say  some- 
thing for  your  good,  but  her  memory  and  her 
reason  failed  her.  "  Speak  to  the  people," 
she  said,  grasping  my  hand  at  the  same  time; 

u  speak  to  the  people tell  them  " 

*'  What  shall  I  tell  them?"  1  asked.  «  Tell 
them,"  she  added,  and  then  paused  again, 
and  laid  her  hand  on  her  forehead,  as  if  try- 
ing to  recollect  herself;  but  memory  and  re- 
collection were  nearly  extinct.  This  she  her- 
self seemed  aware  of;  for,  after  pausing  a  few 
minutes,  she  removed  her  hand,  and  smiled, 
and  said,  "  It  is  gone:"  meaning,  I  suppose, 
that  what  she  intended  as  her  dying  request 
arid  instruction  to  you,  had  forever  on  eartk 
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escaped  her  recollection.  After  this  the 
delirium  increased,  and,  in  about  two  hours 
more,  that  is  about  ten  o'clock  in  the  fore- 
noon of  Saturday,  29th  June,  she  sweetly 
fell  asleep  in  the  Lord,  rested  from  all  her 
labours,  and  entered  into  that  everlasting 
rest  which  remains  for  the  people  of  God, 
having  tabernacled  in  a  body  of  sin  and  sor- 
row thirty-one  years,  and  leaving  behind  her 
four  young  daughters,  the  oldest  of  which  is 
but  eleven  years,  and  the  youngest  only  four- 
teen months. 

By  the  death  of  Mary  Camps  I  have  lost 
a  kind  and  grateful  Christian  friend:  one 
with  whom  I  often  took  sweet  counsel,  and 
under  whose  roof  I  have  enjoyed  more  full 
communion  with  God  than  in  any  other 
dwelling  in  this  parish.  Long  shall  I  cherish 
the  remembrance,  and  think  of  these  seasons 
with  mournful  delight.  Yes,  long  as  the 
mind  retains  its  powers,  and  often  as  the  eye 
beholds  that  lowly  dwelling,  so  often  and  so 
long  must  I  recall  to  mind  the  many  solemn 
and  precious  seasons  which  I  have  enjoyed 
in  converse  and  in  prayer,  with  her  whose 
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prayers  are  now  changed  into  praise,  whose 
faith  is  now  lost  in  sight.  By  her  death,  an 
aged  mother,  an  affectionate  husband,  and 
four  tender  babes,  have  lost — Oh!  what  shall 
I  say?  They  have  lost  what  the  wealth  of 
the  Indies  could  not  purchase,  what  the 
world  cannot  replace,  what  none  but  God 
can  compensate! 

But,  ere  I  conclude,  I  must  turn  to  and 
address  my  dear  children,  and  younger 
Christian  friends.  Many  of  you,  my  children, 
have  often  called  at  the  sick  hoiise,  to  see 
and  to  hear  what  great  things  God  was  doing 
for  the  soul  of  the  deceased.  Many  of  you 
have  joined  our  little  social  meetings  under 
her  cottage  roof,  and  found  it  good  to  be 
there.  0  let  me  entreat  you  by  all  the  ties 
of  a  minister,  of  a  friend,  of  a  brother  in 
Christ  Jesus,  to  bear  in  mind  the  times  and 
the  things  that  are  past.  Let  me  entreat 
you  often  to  call  to  remembrance  with  what 
earnestness  and  affection  she  besought  you 
to  seek  the  L  >rd  while  lie  may  be  found',  to 
strive  to  hold  out  and  endure  unto  the  end. 
that  so  your  souls  might  be  saved.  Often 
think,  how  this  day  fortnight  she  laid  her 
hand  on  several  of  you,  and  prayed  for  and 
blessed  vou  in  the  name  of  him  who  had 
blessed  tier  with  all  spiritual  blessings  in 
Christ  Jesus.  Let  a  remembrance  of  these 
past  solemn  scenes  stir  up  your  hearts  au<? 
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open  your  lips  in  fervent  prayer,  not  only 
for  yourselves,  but  for  others.  Beseech  the 
Almighty  to  prepare  the  hearts  of  many 
families,  and  to  open  the  doors  of  many  cot- 
tages, until  prayer  and  supplication,  until 
thanksgiving  and  praise  shall  ascend  from 
our  dwellings,  until  the  Lord  himself  shall 
delight  to  dwell  among  us,  until  he  shall 
own  this  parish  as  his  peculiar  place,  and  its 
inhabitants  his  beloved  people.  This  doing, 
for  you  to  live  will  be  Christ,  and  to  die  in- 
conceivable gain.  He  who  now  addresses 
you  may  not  stand  by  your  dying  bed;  far, 
long  before  that  time,  he  may  have  ceased  to 
"  speak  to  the  people."  But  if  now  you  seek 
the  Lord,  if,  now,  in  the  prime  of  life  and 
vigour  of  youth,  you  give  yourself  up  to  his 
service,  be  assured  he  will  not  forsake  you  in 
the  time  of  sickness  and  old  age;  but  on  the 
contrary,  he  will  go  with  and  guide  you 
through  all  the  events  and  stages  of  life,  and 
when  your  feet  enter  the  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death  he  will  be  present  with  you, 
and  enable  you  to  take  up  the  dying  words 
of  our  dear  departed  friend,  and  say,  ;;  The 
Lord  is  my  God,  I  shall  drink  of  the  fountain 
of  life,  and  none  shall  make  me  afraid." 


i^lW; 


